CA Vukul tomplaynt 
ok the publyke weale 


to Englande, 


_- -CPtiblyke.wealfſpeaketh< yyy 
Fh moſte nodle realme ok Englad 
PAY Lhyltate I toe lamente 

dnow uno wig how thou doſt ffad 


It makes my hart dolente 


Thou haſt ben the woꝛthyeſt lande 
that euer god / hath wꝛought 
Thou art not ſo J vnderſtande 
Into mylerye arte thou bꝛought 


The tronacles of the / doth ſaye 
Uphych knew the in thy youthe 
That of thy welth thou doſt decaye 
- andhathofche moche ruthe 


In thy fyꝛſt age / it was not lo 
Thy fo:ce then was well knowen 
Fo: thy ſtrong arme gaue ſuche a bloo 
To the woꝛlde thy fayme was blawen 


Now be thy people wythouten harte 
to ſe the in thys cale 
Beynge lo weake / to take thy parte 


Straungers to come alas 


Let me te / what is the cauſe 


: - That thou art in thys dyſtreſte 


was euer realme! had better lawes 
Oz people in moꝛe Qiietenes ; 


Haſte not thou / the godlyeſt kynge 
That euer ruled publyke weale | 
the woꝛthieſt gouernour in euery thynge 
And the moſt inercyfullyſt counfayle 


Is not goddes woꝛde devulgated 
And in all partes now knowen 
That al people / map be learned 
To lyue and know they; owne 


Tuhat therby lone and amptpe 
May dWell in euery plate | 
Juſtyce peace and equytte / 

Shulde all mens hart enbꝛate 


Why then art thou altered 
And kallen from thyne eſtate 
Declare me howe thou art decayed 
And bꝛought vnto thys rate. 


England aunſwereth, 
Alas Jam ſo ſoꝛe oppꝛeſte 
Uvythſozowegriefe and payne 


That 


That wythont teares tan de expꝛeſte 
the wꝛonge whych J luſtayne 


Uvhat natural wold not wepe 
To le my tarefull ſtate 
Mp people they be turned to llepe 
And my townes they de deſolate 


My groundes they be imparked 
Coꝛne feldes koꝛ beaſtes foode 
Pooꝛe by the ryche / are lo pynthed 
that of my ground / they take no good. 


Foꝛ all that / is lytle :noughe 
Fo: onely the ryrhe mans ned 
To make paſture / awaye wyth ploughe - 
That they maye cattel fead 


And commens of aunttent tyme 
They make Generall landes 
and cloſe it in / wych dyche and lyne 
That pooze men Wztnge theyꝛ handes 


Hauyng not to feade hys kowe 
Hys hoſe nether hys ſhepe | 
No2no ground / to reare hys ſow? 

Oꝛ other cattell vpon to kepe 
Thus 


Thus the multitude be decayed 
The ſtronge deuoure the weake 
The pooꝛe beynge thys dyſmayed 
Dare not koꝛ they: own ſpeake 


My welth is turned to wꝛetchednes 
Plenteth is pynched to lp arte 
My ſtrength is turned to weakenes 
My tytyes be voyde and bare. 


My townes and caſtels in Ruyne 
My keldes encloſed they be 
the plo wes now they lo we ſo thynne 
that ruth it is koꝛ to len 


The ryche taſteth out theyznette 
and taketh all that comes 
The neady walke in the ſtrete 
and begge about fo: cromes. 


Suche offices / as heretokoꝛe 
apparteyned / to the vomans ryght 
Be taken awaye they get nomoꝛe 
and geuen to Loꝛde oꝛ knyght 


Parchauntes / they becoine loꝛdes 
and Lozdes vſeth/narchatndyſe 
es A Toꝛd 


Aloꝛde a heppard;! nothyng accozdes - 
D:agrayſyerithatis new aple _ 


. Ryche men lyne by vſerye 
Crafces men / by dyſceate _ 
And vyttelers / by ſubtil.ye 
Pooꝛe mens goodes to get 


Ubhat thyng is it / that tan fall 
But it tommeth vnto theyꝛ handes 
They be ſo gready / they katch vp all 
whether it be houle oꝛ landes 

And all my other comodities 
as leather / wolle / and teade 


Tallow / tyn / and clothes 
We from the tommons fleade 


And caryed into ſtraunge landes 
Other reqyans koꝛ to enryche 
So that my people haue Idle handes 
and foꝛ neade fall in the dyche. 


Foꝛ tuery man ſeaketh his owne 
and foꝛ others doth not care 
That he may lyue in welth alone 
Pea though ther de neuer ſo bare 
- © oüOůÄ X Thus 


— Thuststhemmnliptude © 
Ok they lyuynges deſtytute 
and ſo detayeth my foꝛtytude 
whych m ade my enempes mewte 


Al though goddes wozd be exhybyt 
Abꝛode in all my lande | 
pet fewe ozxnone apple therwytte 
Gods wyll to vnderſtande 

But folloWeth they: olde entent 
and ſcrache vp all they can. 
Dluckynge from the innocent 
To make theym a ryche man 


Thus pouertie is vſed god wote 
that petye it is to beholde 
They byte on hym lyke the knate 
Tyll he be naked foꝛ colde 


Now haue Itolde the / the cauſe why 
That my welth is ſo ſoze woꝛne 
That yt ther be / kound no remedy 
They ſhall rewit / not yet bozne. 


¶ C wo kautes eſcaped by the pꝛynter, where ye rede 
llepe, rede ſhepe, i where pe rede general, tede leueral 


CPublyke weale anſwereth 
Uvoild it not make / any hart beake - 
Thys to here of Englandes fall 
Some good mã / foꝛ the commons ſpeake 
That ryche men marre not all. 


God laue Edward our kyng 
And hys counſellers ſo Wozthye- 
and ſend theym grace/to help thys thinge 
Fo? the weale ofthe communaltye 


¶ Impꝛinted at London By 
Thomas Raynald. | 


